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my mind would be exploring fearfully this dream
world of shadows and twisted faces, while the other
half listened to the cheerful shouting of the adults.
Some of my earliest memories are tangled up with the
tall, bearded figure of my grandfather. I seem to have
trotted miles by his side, hearing him talk to the other
adults about house property, his favourite subject
when out for a walk. "Nah, yon's a bit o? property
that's just fetched nowt like what you'd ha' thowt it
would," he would say, and I would go trotting along
by his side, occasionally rewarded with a mint hum-
bug, a kind of sweet to which we were extremely
partial in Yorkshire. And I doubt if I remember any-
thing earlier than his bringing me home once in a bus,
one of the old horse buses. I fell asleep on his knee,
for it was terribly late, terribly dark, but not before
my mind seized hold of the little interior, the flicker-
ing oil lamps, the huge figures in two rows, and the
straw on the floor, to keep it for ever, so that I have
only to shut out this other world for a moment to sec
again, to smell again, the straw on the floor of that old
horse bus.

After dinner, which we had in the middle of the
day, I crept into a corner with The Triple Alliance,
and no doubt spent the whole afternoon, enjoying
every minute of it, with the first chapter or so. I
know that it was considerably later in the afternoon,
perhaps after tea, when I went next door, where there
was a boy of my own age, not Victor, but another.
His chief present had been a small engine, and this